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The May blossom awakens pleasing recollections 
of youth. It is the sweetest blossom of the love- 
liest month, its profusion and fragrance lay claim 
to our regard, ’ for it is the ornament of every 
hedge. It reminds us of the days when we led a 
rural life, and often sauntered beneath its shade 
to learn our lessons. 


“ The odorous May, love I from my soul, 

With buds like pearls in roseate light display’d ; 
Chaste as some maiden robed in Hymen’s stole. 
Blushing and fair. 

Breathing her tremulous sighs out, half afraid, 
In anxious prayer.” 


This shrub is the emblem of Hope, which 

** Like the glimmering taper’s light. 

Adorns and cheers the way j 
And still, as darker grows the night. 

Emits a brighter ray.” 

Goldsmith. 


And when we look upon it let it teach us a useful 
lesson. If our spirits are cast down by the loss 
of worldly wealth, if we grieve for the absence of a 
dear friend, if we are in despair through being de- 
prived of our pleasures in this life, if we endure 
sorrows for the bereavements of those nearest and 
dearest to us, let us assure ourselves that it will be 
but for a season, and hope that the loss we have 
sustained may be exchanged for spiritual riches 
and happiness, and that we may meet those valued 
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friends in the mansions of peace where grief is 
never known. 


Hope on, Hope ever ! 

Dark o’er us now the clouds of grief are brooding, 
Hoarsely the streamlets murmur at our feet. 

Bright buds of song, our eager grasp eluding. 

Far from our tree of love and life retreat. 

But oh ! not yet, my gentle friend, shall leave us 
The fervent hope of sunshine and of joy j 

And whatsoe’er of wrong may come to grieve us. 
Let there be one thing grief can ne’er destroy, 
Hope on, Hope ever !” 

Shakspeare writes — 

« True hope is swift and flies with swallow wings, 
Rings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.” 

And Beattie in the Minstrel gives the following 
lines on the immortality of the soul : 

Let those deplore their doom 

Whose hope still grovels in this dark sojourn. 

But lofty souls who look behind the tomb 
Can smile at fate and wonder how they mourn. 

Shall spring to these sad scenes no more return ? 

Is yonder wave the sun’s eternal bed ? 

Soon shall the orient with new lustre bum. 

And spring shall soon her vital influence shed. 
Again attune the grove, again atlom the mead. 

" Shall I be left forgotten in the dust, 

^Vhen fate, relenting, lets the flower revive ? 

Shall nature’s voice, to man alone unjust. 

Bid liim, though doom’d to perish hope to live 7 
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